The Trctgedie of Hamlet 

What would (he haue ? 

Gent. She /peak* much of her Father, fay eg (he heare* 

There's tricks i*th world, and hems,and beats her heart 
Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes.fpeaks things in doubt * 

That carry but halfe fence, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the vnlhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colle<ftion,they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winks and nods,and gefturcs yeeld them’ 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure,yet much vnhappily. 

Hora.Tvjctc good (he were fpoken with.for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous conie&ures in ill- breed ingmindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia 

Qitee* *Tomy fickefoule, as fins true nature is, 

'Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffe, 

‘So full of artlefleiealoufie is guilt, 

‘It fpills it felfe,in fearing to be fpilt.. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark^ 

^reeoHownow Ophelia fiejingt. 

Ophe. How (hould I your true loue know from andtherone, 

By his cockle hat and ftaffc,aod his Sendall (hoone. 

J^e.Alaflefweet Lady, what imports this fong? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you markc, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he isdead and gone,. Song, 

At his head a grade greene turph, at his heeles a done. 

©bo. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia 

Oph . Pray you marke. White his (hrowd as the. mountain fnow 
Enter King, 

Quee.khfit lookc here roy Lord. 

Op^e.Larded all with-fweete flowers,.. 

Which beweept to the ground did not gp Song., 

With true loue (ho wers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well good dildyou, they fay the Owlewas a Bakers 
daughter. Lord we know what wear?, but know not what vice 
maybe; God be at your table* 
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Prince 0/ Denmark^ 

0%'. P C »J K ^ordVof wto the? >‘ k . 

to a *r. s °" 8- 

All in the morning be time. 

And Iamaydatyour window 

b ' y tJ,oft C "n" n dondM S dope the dumber doom. 

KKiaSS- .- * *r— 1 n,0,e - 

5 &B wSfoww 0MhKemake.11 end onr. 

By eis and by Saint chanty, 

alack and fie for (hame. 

Young men will dooct if they come too«t, 

Quoth&clb^ore )tou tumbled me.yonnromifd me to wed, 

/He anfwers)So (hould I a done by yonder fun 
C And thou had ft not come to my bed. 

K ‘T\ ho°pc aU ■ will be 1 ^eu'wc mu ft be patient, but I cannot 
chuftfbut weepto think they would lay himi’th cold ground, my 
brother (hall know of it,* fo I thank you for your good counfel. 
Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. 

*j 5 jT Follow watch I pray you. 

O thisfs thepoifon of deep griefe, itfpnngs all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When fotrowes come, they come not Tingle (pies, 

Butin battaliansrfitft her Father flaine. 

Next, your Tonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue, the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome ia thoughts, and whifpets 
For good Poloniw death:& we haue done but green y 
In hunger mugger to inter himrpoore Ophelia 
Diuided from her felfe,and her faire ludgemenr, 

Without tbe which we are pictures, or mectc beans, 

Laft.and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfclfe in clouds, 

K a Aim* 





